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"Alright, I've got everything cleaned up," Mark said, wiping his hands on his dusty jeans. His crew of burly men nodded in agreement, looking around the newly renovated living room. The housewife, Susan, emerged from the kitchen, a look of exhaustion painted on her flushed face.

"Thank you so much, guys. You really did an amazing job," she said, trying to sound as sincere as possible. The men exchanged glances, their eyes lingering on Susan's tight-fitting yoga pants that hugged her ample curves and her sweat-drenched tank top, revealing the swells of her breasts. They had noticed her checking them out all day, and their thoughts began to stray from the job at hand.

The tension in the room grew palpable as Susan approached the table where they had left their invoices. She paused, her hand hovering over the neat pile of papers. "But, I'm afraid I can't pay you all right now," she confessed, her voice cracking slightly. "My husband handles the finances, and he's out of town."

The workers' expressions shifted from satisfaction to irritation. "What the fuck are we supposed to do, then?" Joe, the beefiest of the bunch, spoke up. His arms, covered in tattoos and bulging with muscle, crossed over his chest.

Susan bit her lip, her eyes scanning the room for an escape from the predicament she had created. "I know this isn't ideal," she began, her voice a mix of desperation and naughty suggestion. "But maybe there's another way I could make it up to you?"

The room fell silent, the only sound the faint hum of a distant lawnmower outside. Each man felt their cocks twitch in their pants as they considered Susan's offer. Her eyes grew sly, her pupils dilating with a mischievous spark as she stepped closer to Joe.

"How about a... special kind of payment?" she whispered, her breath hot and sweet against his stubbled cheek. Her hand slid down the curve of her hip to graze the bulge in his pants. He stared at her, his eyes wide with shock and arousal. The other workers' gazes followed her hand, their own desire growing as they realized what she was proposing.

"You mean...?" Joe's voice trailed off, his thoughts racing ahead of his words.

Susan nodded, a sly smile curling at the corners of her lips. "A little group action. You know, a little... thank-you present from me to all of you," she said, her eyes flicking over the other men in the room.

With surprising deftness, she reached out and began to unbuckle Joe's belt, her nimble fingers working the clasp open. His cock, already swollen with anticipation, sprang free from his pants, thick and heavy. She took a moment to appreciate the size of it, the veins pulsing with blood as it grew harder under her gaze. Then, with a grace that belied her desperation, Susan dropped to her knees, her eyes never leaving Joe's as she wrapped her soft, wet lips around his shaft.

The room grew hotter, the air thick with the scent of arousal as the other workers watched, their own erections growing. She took him deep into her mouth, her tongue swirling around the head before pulling back to tease the slit with the tip. Joe's hands found their way into her hair, gripping tightly as he groaned with pleasure. The other men shifted in their stance, adjusting their crotches, the fabric of their pants straining against their erections.
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